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A novelette by Anna Katharine Green 
Retold by Anthony Abbot 


ITNESSES said the first thing 

\ \ / they heard was the scream of 

a woman. Then the head of 
a man popped out of a second-story 
window, crying, *‘Murder!”’ 

And murder it was, foul and un- 
natural. For a long time, even Eben- 
ezer Gryce, veteran solver of New 
York police mysteries, was confounded 
by the simplicity of the crime. 

Until dawn, Mr. Gryce remained 
at the house in Lafayette Place, talk- 
ing with Mrs. Hasbrouck, whose hus- 
band still lay on the floor, a bullet 
hole. precisely in the middle of his 
forehead. ‘The facts were few. By 11 
o’clock, Mr. and Mrs. Hasbrouck 
were in bed. Almost instantly the wife 
fell asleep and — so it seemed to her 
— almost instantly she awakened. 
Had she dreamed those angry voices? 
Was the sound of a shot only a night- 
mare? Her hand explored the sheets 
and she knew her husband: was not 
there; she was alone in the bed. 

_ Speechless with terror, she stared 
into the pitch blackness of the room. 
And she heard a voice whispering: 

““God! What have I done?” 

After that, retreating footsteps and 
the stealthy closing of the front door. 
Not until then could Mrs. Hasbrouck 
gather strength to turn on the lights 
and ring the bell. Two women serv- 
ants and the butler came, barefoot; 
they showed her what she had not 
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seen, on the other side of the bed — 
the murdered body of her husband. 
Then the butler opened the shutter 
and called for help. 

Mr. Gryce inspected the room in- 
dustriously but found no clues. Then 
he listened to the tales of the neigh- 
bors — especially the folks next door, 
a remarkable couple. Dr. Constant 
Zabriskie was a blind physician, 
whose diagnoses astonished his col- 
leagues. Mr. Gryce found him stand- 
ing with his lovely wife, Helen, on 
their porch. She was urging the man 
to come to bed, to sleep, and the de- 
tective heard his reply: 

‘““Sleep! With murder on the other 
side of the wall!” 

Neither the Zabriskies nor others 
who lived on the block could help the 
police. For months, Mr. Gryce worked 
doggedly on the case, but in vain. 
Then one night he suddenly sprang 
up in a cold sweat, remembering 
something he had ionored. 

The neighbors had told him they 
had heard a scream. That was the 
very first alarm. Yet Mrs. Hasbrouck 
had not screaméd;’she had been too 
stunned to utter.a sound. And the 
servant ‘women, (too, had been tongue- 
tied with fear. One question tor- 
mented Mr. Gryce: 

‘“Who wasthe woman who screamed 
before the Bulle ar Reged at the win- 
dow?” | 
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“If the fourth. term is successful, Mr. 
Hillman may easily have the whole 
national administration for his opera- 
tions. He will be in a fair way to” sow 
dissension and discord throughout our 
national life. The first victimi of his dis- 
ruption, as was demonstrated at the 
Chicago convention, will’certainly be the 
venerable national Derhocratic Party.” 


From the Philip Parl column, “Facingé 
the Facts,” inf the Weekly Noe 
Service of the, AAFL: 

‘Perhaps you would like to know ies 
strongest apitilabor force in Afnerica 
today. It ds the CIO Political’ Action 
Committee. The Communist affiliations 
of many ‘of the key figures in the Political 
Action/ ‘Committee will be/ thoroughly 
exposéd. The unsavory past association 
with’ racketeers by some/leading lights 
of the Political Action Committee will be 
byought to light. This will make delight- 
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stead of both being strengthened, one or 
the other had to take the back seat.” 


From The Cleyeland Citizen, an AFL 
publication: 

“We e with a slight amusement 
that Sidhey Hillman and his CIO Politi- 
cal Action Committee have endorsed 
ito Marcantonio for re-election to the 






Aiiouse of Representatives. ‘The CIO Po- 


litical Action Committee has attacked 
any number of candidates on just such 
voting records as Marcantonio’s. He voted 
against practically everything to aid the 
Allies as long as Stalin slept in Hitler’s 
spare bedroom. He maintained this stand 
against the ‘ca nitalist war’ until Russia 
was attackedThen he became a ‘patriot.’ 

““Marcaritonio has never denied that 

he was,a’Communist. Yet Sidney Hillman 
and the CIO Political Action Committee 
say’they are being abused when they are 
falled Communists.” 


ful reading for the enemies of labor, but” From The United Construction Work- 


jt will hurt the cause of the nation’s 
he rorkers for many years to come.” 


SLA -0; Thoms, Grand Lodge fRepre- 
sentative of the sak BS Associa- 
tion of Machinists, AFL, the Ma- 
chinists’ Monthly Journal 

‘“When a union jumpy on the coat- 
tails of some political party and then 
attempts to pershadeuke membership to 
fork up the jack to finance such a cam- 
paign, that union-fias no experience with , 
the voting mind of the free pmae & 
worker. 

“When the IAM was first started? in 
1888, its organizers had just. witnessed 
the sad fate of the Knights of Labor, the 
labor organization that was going to take 
over the political situation, nationally, 
after having enjoyed f few local victories 
in city elections. Our 'fo bats considered 


this example and concluded that there 
was a particular function for a labor 
union and that there was /a;particular 
function for a political | organization and 
that when the two were combined, in- 


ers News, the official publication of the 
United Construction Workers : 

“Hillman is not*a representative of 
Labor. He is a,pawn of the Roosevelt 
Administration? He has been given the 
job by Rogésevelt of herding the labor 
vote intowline for the fourth term. His 
most efiergetic support comes from the 
Comfmunist wing of the CIO, which 
fought Roosevelt bitterly up to ‘the day 


_pohen Russia got into the war.’ 


From the Labor Unions only labor 
publication in Pennsylvania owned by 
organizations of the AFL: 

“Sidney Hillman at the President’s 
right hand, is a past master at dividing 
the American people. American labor 
may well ponder the career of this in- 
satiably ambitious man who sits at the 
PAC throttle. In building up the PAC 
they may unconsciously be creating a 
power/which will fatally weaken bona 
fide trade unionism. From such a weak- 
ening, only Communism would be the 
final gainer.” 

















' The next morning, early, Mr. 
Gryce called on Helen Zabriskie. She 
was even lovelier than he had re- 
“membered. The detective, seeing her 
passionate young beauty, decided she 
‘was the kind of woman whose love, 

once aroused, would be stronger than 


death. But had her blind husband - 


really aroused that love? Mr. Gryce 

‘put to her the accusing question: 

‘Who was the woman who screamed? 

Helen Zabriskie turned pale and be- 

fore she could answer the blind doc- 
tor came down the hall. When he 
learned that the caller was Detective 
Gryce, he exclaimed: “‘He has been 

|sent by God Himself!” 

_ ‘Don’t believe what he is going to 
tell you,”? pleaded Helen. ‘“‘He has a 
delusion !” 

*‘T murdered Hasbrouck,’ declared 

Dr. Zabriskie firmly. 

“But why, doctor?”’ 

_ The blind man shook his head. 

Nothing could induce him to name a 

motive. 

“And how could you, a blind man, 
possibly shoot to kill?” | 

Dr. Zabriskie shrugged carelessly. 

“T aim by sound and I am an ex- 

pert shot. Bring me a pistol and ll 

show you!” 

Down at headquarters, the au- 

) thorities listened affably. Later they 

suggested that Mrs. Zabriskie take 

her husband to mental specialists. 

Only Mr. Gryce did not reject the 
confession as preposterous. As a good 

_ detective he investigated everything. 
And as he began to probe into the 
private lives of Constant and Helen 

| Zabriskie, he came upon gossip. 

; In other days the romance of the 
Zabriskies had been a legend; their 

_ devotion was seemingly intensified by 
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his affliction. But lately there had 
been whispers that it was a good 
thing the doctor could not see for 
himself how attractive his wife was 
to other men with good eyes in their 
heads. 

Out of these whispers, Gryce began 
to weave a theory of the crime. Pa- 
tiently he worked for weeks, using 
every trick in his bag to get at the 
facts. He learned that the gossip had 
reached Zabriskie, filling him with 
jealous suspicions, and that on the 
night of the crime, while away from 
his home, the doctor was told by a 
friend, so-called at least, that his wife 
was entertaining a lover. 

Gryce visualized the scene. With a 
pistol in his pocket, the husband re- 
turned home. But in the dementia of 
his jealousy, he got into the house 
next door, instead of his own. The 
architecture was identical. He crept 
up the stairs and entered the bed- 
room. Poor Mr. Hasbrouck, taking 
the intruder for a burglar, called out 
—and Zabriskie, taking Hasbrouck 
for his wife’s lover, fired in the direc- 
tion of the voice. 

As Mr. Gryce constructed his the- 
ory, the doctor, shocked back to his 
senses, must have realized by some 
detail of his surroundings that he had 
made a horrible blunder. That was 
when he had muttered: ‘‘God! What 
have I done?” With a blind man’s 
sure-footedness in the dark he had 
hastened out; he had thrown away 
the pistol, never recovered by the po- 
lice, and rushed into his own home. 
One look at him and Helen Zabriskie 
had screamed; she knew that some- 
thing terrible had happened. 

But on the morning that Mr. 
Gryce meant to accuse Dr. Zabriskie 
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of these acts, he received a startling 
order. from police’! headquarters., He 
was told to take a group. of observers 
to the New Jersey palisades and test 
the blind man’s skill with a pistol. By 
this exhibition Dr. Zabriskie, hoped 
to keep out .of an. insane asylum. 
Three out. of four. examiners had 
called him mad. 

As the party crossed the river, no 
one spoke; the only sound was the 
ticking of an alarm clock that was to 
be the blind man’s target. Helen 
Zabriskie placed the clock on a tree 
stump. The hands were at five min- 
utes to the hour. At five o’clock the 
alarm bell would ring and, from his 
position ten paces away, the blind 
man would shoot. Pistol in hand, Dr. 
Zabriskie made ready to prove him- 
self a criminal, in order to save him- 
self from being thought insane. 

‘Tet no one move,’ he’ com- 
manded. ‘‘I. must have my ears free 
for catching the first’ sound of the 
bell.” i 
And. he raised the pistol. All the 
others were standing to the left and 
well away from him except his wife, 
who stood to the right, wrapped in a 
long dark cloak and quite alone. 
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>> AN ee New York obstetrioidin att found a nage answer.fer 
‘rs, “Doctor, isn’t it a lovel baby?” 
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2 “Wien I meét aman bea name I ednnot remember,” 
“J give myself two minutes; then, ifi it’s a hopeless case, I always say; “Aa 


how is the*old complaint?’ ”’ 


THE READER’S DIGEST 


- frosty air, followed by the flash o 


her ane He knelt to hear her: sav 


faithless, but murder had come be 


the old doctor discoyefed how to please the pro 
verthat question comes up, he’s 
ringly and says ye ott special inflection, mo there is a baby!” 























There was a moment of deep; almos a 
endless silence. ‘Then the shrill, quick 
sound of a clock bell rang out on the 


pistol fire, the clink of shattered glas 
— and.a cry of pain. 


ticked on, untouched and_ undis 
turbed, for it was not yet five o’clock 
But the bullet had found its targe 
precisely. The unhappy wife of Dr 
Zabriskie sank, mortally wounded, t 
the ground, the wreckage of anothe 
clock falling from her cloak. As if b 
instinct, the frantic blind man got t 


that she loved him better than lif 
itself. He had-erred in believing her, 


tween them and they could neve 
again have known happiness in this | 
world. Now, as they whispered to-' 4. 
gether, they were ges appoint- | 
ments in eternity. iF 

Nor did Mr. Gryce grieve when th 
blind man, on the way back to New 
York, leaped to death in the river. 

‘There are some Genes beyond the: 
powers of etecaae he ruminated 


woman’s heart.”’ 
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